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platter of Caesar!   Too fine for such as me, you sweet sister
of the cat.    But I can at least cheat you,"

Cleopatra disengaged her hand and touched him lightly
on the wrist, "No need for play, Ammonios. It's the
plunder you love, not your princess. Get back to your
dragon-lair and brood over your gold-pieces. I know you
cheat the others more than you cheat me."

Ammonios was frightened. Had she read his thoughts,
the yellow-haired witch? She should be smeared with the
fat of a she-wolf and burned alive. How the jaws of flame
would crunch her young bones. But he showed nothing;
he was too old a hand. "What talents I possess in the way
of business," he said, "are certainly all enlisted against your
Majesty's creditors.*' Then, bowing once more, he went out.

Cleopatra paced up and down the mosaic floor, kicking
at the train of her gown each time she turned. She was
proud of her long legs; they were very long for a woman of
her height. But what was she to do about this will? She
must know what Caesar had written. In a few days he would
leave for the war, and she would be going back to Egypt.

6* Send in Sara," she said, and then seated herself, gripping
the arms of the high-backed chair. She lay back, with legs
loosely out-thrust, conscious of her posture. For a moment
she felt drunken, tingling, sinking back into herself, warmly
a woman. O if it were Caesar and not Sara.

Sara, a squat Egyptian with shorn head and large ears,
sidled in* She watched him approach without moving.
When he had neared the chair, he gave a clumsy bow and
stood with bent knee, staring at her with narrowed eyes.

"Pve some work for you, Sara/* she said, assuming a
coarse tone of voice* She loved to change her manner with
each man, practising even with menials,

"Yes, your Majesty," he replied, in a raucous, matter-of-
fact voice, twisting his head over towards Ms left shoulder
and raising the shoulder uneasily as if he wished to scratch
it and didn't dare do so in such company.

**I want you to bribe some of the slaves of the Vestals, and
find out what Caesar wrote in his will."

"Yes, your Majesty. And what if the slaves fail? Shall
there be a robbery?"